352                           SALAMMB6.
burned between the legs of the Colossus. His long wings buried their points in the flame ; the unguents with which he had been rubbed now trickled like sweat over his brazen limbs. About the round stone upon which his feet rested, children, enveloped in black veils, formed a motionless circle; and his inordinately long arms allowed the palms of his hands to reach down to them, as if to seize this crown and convey it to the sky.
The Rich, the Elders, the women, and in fact the entire multitude, thronged behind the priests, and on the terraces of the houses. The large, painted stars revolved no longer ; the tabernacles were placed on the ground, and the smoke from the censers rose on high perpendicularly, like gigantic trees spreading their bluish boughs to the centre of the azure. Many of the spectators fainted ; others became inert and petrified in their ecstasy ; an infinite agony pressed heavily upon their hearts. The clamours one by one died out, and the people of Carthage panted in silence, absorbed in the terror of their desire.
At last the high-priest of Moloch passed his right hand beneath the children's veils, and pulled out a lock of hair from each of their foreheads, which, he threw into the flames. Then the men in red mantles intoned a sacred hymn :
" Homage to thee, 0 Sun ! King of the two Zones? Creator, self-begotten ! Father and Mother! Father and Son ! God and Goddess! Goddess and God !" and their voices were lost in the explosion of countless instruments, sounding all together to smother the cries of the victims. The scheminith with eight